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Author's Notes: 
Sort of a sequel to this-_Happy Birthday, Dave! 


For eight long months, he ignored me. Made my life a living hell. All because he gave in to his urge. All because 
| gave him a birthday gift he could not ignore. And | couldn't help myself. | still wanted him. | still had this 


insane crush on him. 


Occasionally, I'd catch him looking at me. Like an idiot, I'd flash him an inviting smile. He'd scowl and turn away. 
Absolutely miserable, | would confine myself to my bunk after every show. On those rare nights when we 


stayed in hotels, | would be the first one in the van after a show. In my room, alone, was where | spent every 


night. 


Well, not every night. Very rarely, I'd invite some hot little groupie back to my room with me. I'd make sure he 
saw, too. I'd take the boy's hand or put my arm around him as | lured him back to the room with me. Fuck 
you, the gesture said. Fuck you for ignoring me. Fuck you for fucking me. Fuck you for making me love you and 


hate you. 


A day before my thirty-fifth birthday, we finished the first of two shows in Rome, Italy. | quickly showered 
and got dressed, ignoring my brother's request to go out to the bar. | shoved all my things into my bag, 
shouldered it, cast a weary glance at our boss, and kicked open the door. Outside, | found a number of 
beautiful men and women just waiting, each hoping to be picked. There was one, a pretty little thing with long, 
dark hair and large, round eyes. He was sweet. And he played it up well, too. He stood quietly behind the 


screamers and just stared at me. 

"What's your name?" | asked him, reaching past the screaming throng and wrapping my fist around his arm. 
"Val. Valentino" 

"Val, you want to party tonight?" 

He grinned and nodded. | wrapped an arm around his shoulders, looking over mine. There he was, about to board 
the van. He looked at me. Our eyes met before he scowled and shook his head. Val and | took a taxi to the 
hotel, in which he slid down to the floor of the vehicle and sucked my cock, no conversation necessary. 
Afterward, they never stuck around. | wouldn't let them. Most of them understood that. This one, however, 
curled up in my bed and gave me those large eyes. Under different circumstances, | would have loved to let 


this beauty stick around. 


"You gotta go." | told him as | stood up and gathered his clothing that, only a couple hours before, | tore from 
his gorgeous body. 


| dumped it all on the bed beside him and repeated, "Go. You gotta go." 
"Please? Come back to bed, beautiful’ He purred in that sexy Italian accent 

"Sorry. Please go." 

After he reluctantly left, | climbed into bed and swept my hand over the warm sheets where we just had sex. 
How | longed for that warmth to be from him. | pulled a pillow against my chest and buried my face in it. Does 


it get any worse than this? 


I'm thirty-five years old. I'm in the closet. And I'm in love with my boss, who swears he's not gay even if he 
did have a tumultuous, twenty year long love affair with his former bass player. 


Tears came slowly and quietly, at first. And then loud and violent. Long, wretched howling scratched at my 
throat as | screamed into the pillow. | can't do this anymore, | thought. I'm going to quit, go back to Canada, and 
try hard to forget about him. 


In the morning, I'd love to claim that | had a hangover but | hadn't had much to drink. Just anonymous sex. But 
my head was throbbing, my entire body ached. | slid to the edge of the bed and swung my feet to the floor 
and cradled my head in my hands. The phone on the bedside table rang and made me jump about six feet in 
the air. 

| picked it up and mumbled, "lo?" 


"Mr. Drover, this is Kyle with room service. I'm preparing your breakfast. I'll be up in about ten minutes, okay, 
sir?" 


"Uh..sure?" 
"Great. Be up in a bit" 


| didn't order breakfast. | shrugged, assumed it was my brother actually doing something nice for my birthday. 
| should know better. 


It was waiting for me when | got out of the shower. A cart with three covered dishes, a carafe of coffee and 
large tumbler of juice. Under the first cover, | found eggs, potatoes and bacon. Under the second, pancakes. 
Under the third, a package of Hostess cupcakes. Imagine something so simple bringing me the first real 
happiness I've felt in a long time. 

| picked up the phone and dialed Shawn. 

"Thanks, dick." 

"Huh?" 

"For breakfast. The cupcakes are a nice touch, even from you." 

"What the fuck are you talking about?" 

| frowned. "You didn't send me breakfast for my birthday?" 

"What? No." 

"Oh. Who did?" 


"How the fuck should | know? l'm going back to sleep." 


0. kay." 


"Oh, and Glen?" 

"What?" 

"Happy fuckin’ birthday." 

| said thank you but the line was dead already. | ate the cupcakes first. 


After | packed my things and wandered down for lobby call, | discovered | was the first one. Shawn showed up 


a few minutes later, messy hair and sunglasses already on. 

"Good night?" 

"Great night." He smirked. "You?" 

With a shrug, | said, "Okay." 

A chill ran up my spine and | knew what it was from before | even turned. He entered the lobby looking like my 
favorite way to die. Well-worn jeans barely clung to his hips, his t-shirt skimmed his flat stomach while the 
short sleeves were snug around his biceps. All that gorgeous hair, its scent still tingled my nose after all this 


time, was tucked up into a beanie. Dark glasses hid his eyes. | stared at him. | couldn't stop myself. 


He was the first one into the van. | didn't want to be the next but Shawn and Willie pushed me ahead of them. 


| stepped up and sat down next to him. He grunted and moved his leg away from me. | sighed. 

The afternoon passed dreadfully slowly. The crew, other bands, the media all wished me a happy birthday. But, 
by and large, | was left alone. We soundchecked and then we were left to wander. With Shawn, | watched some 
of the opening bands. Later, we had dinner in catering where they presented me with a cake. Everybody sang 
happy birthday. Everybody but him. He was nowhere to be found. | picked up a bottle of beer from the tub 
and politely excused myself. | just wanted to chug this beer and hope it began to dull the pain 

In the hallway, | started for the loading area. 

"Hey." 

| froze, clenching my eyes closed. 


"Glen" 


Why now? Why? Instead, | turned. Same jeans, same t-shirt. No glasses, no beanie. | let my eyes drift over him 


as | brought the bottle to my lips. 


"What the fuck do you want?" | chose to be bold as brass. Go out with a bang, or something like that. 


He gave a slight huff and turned his head to look at the wall. "Happy birthday." 

"Thanks." 

Silence. 

It was my turn to look away and huff. With every ounce of willpower, | took a step away from him. 

"Glen" 

"What? What do you want?" Yelling at your boss is never a good idea. Yelling at Dave Mustaine.. well. 

He frowned and his eyes dropped to the floor. 

"Forget it. Just fucking forget it” | muttered. 

| knew he was following me. | had no idea why, though. The door | was about to pass had gone completely 
overlooked by me. Not by him, however. | found myself being pushed through it. And then slammed against it 


after it closed. 


"What the fuck?!" | screamed at him, clawing at him. Something snapped inside of me and | just needed him to 


know how much | hated him. 


"Just shut up for a minute." He growled. He took a step backwards and shook his head, a sad smile flickered 


across his lips. "| don't want to be here again" 
"What?" Now | was confused. 


"Glen," He began and then sighed. He turned around, giving me his back. "That night? My birthday..? It wasn't 
just what you did. It was how you did it. And every night since then." 


"What?" | repeated, taking a step toward him. My shaking hand hovered over his shoulder. Funny how my anger 
dissipated in seconds. 


Abruptly, he spun back around and shoved me against the door again 
"Say it. Say the thing you've wanted to say to me." He growled now. His face a mere inch from mine. 


The lump in my throat made it impossible to speak My mouth fell open, my eyes welled with the tears that | 


never, ever wanted him to see. 


Please." His face softened and one of his hands gently stroked my cheek. 


With a soft moan, | tilted my head into his touch. "I love you." 
His eyes closed and his forehead gently pressed against mire. "I'm not sure | can do this." 
"Why did you bring me in here, then?" 


"Because you are miserable and you hate me and you're fucking everything in sight just to show me how 


much you hate me." 


"| don't hate you. | wished that | could" | smiled, looking into his beautiful, sad eyes. "Really wished that | could, 


sometimes. But | loved you then and | love you now." 


His body pressed into me and he wrapped his arms around my back. His head moved to my shoulder. | inhaled 
sharply and then wrapped one arm around his back and used the other hand to stroke his hair. 


‘| won't hurt you, Dave. Not like that, not like he did” 

"| don't know." His voice was quiet and full of a soft vulnerability that made my heart ache. 
"Look, you sent me cupcakes on my birthday. How could | ever hurt someone who does that?" 
He pulled back and stared at me. "You knew | did that?" 

"Not until about a minute ago." 


Dave smiled at me. It was the first real smile | got from him in eight months. My hands found his face and 
drew him in. His lips were soft and warm and wet. And yielding. His body, however, was hard against mine. | 
rubbed myself against him, practically squealing in joy when he growled against my mouth and nipped at my lip. 
In an instant, he was on his knees before me, fingers quickly working the button and fly of my jeans. My hands 
tangled in his hair and | watched as he sucked my cock. Those gorgeous eyes stared up at me as full, sexy lips 
slid up and down my shaft. His hands gripped my hips and push/pulled me back and forth. My head tilted back, 
against the door and a long, satisfied moan filled the room as my orgasm came on abruptly. It wasn't earth 


shattering or violent or impressive in any way. But it was cathartic and my entire body trembled. 


When he stood up, he smiled at me, fixed my jeans for me, and said, "Happy Birthday, Glen" 


